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ls This Hell? 
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Standing on the beach, | see a storm approaching fast. The clouds are black like the eyeliner running down my 
face. The wind is cold and my heart feels like it is beating in sync with the thunder. Lightning licks the sky 
without remorse and the water looks gray as my mood. | die a little more as | stare at the horizon, the water 
begging me to come in Finally, | make my mind up and start walking toward the angry ocean but a noise from 
behind me stops me dead in my tracks. 


| turn and see you running towards me, yelling for me to stop. You are ten yards from me and | am five 
yards from the water. Turning on my bare heal, | bolt for the water with all my energy. You do the same, our 


feet in the same rhythm. 


Reaching the edge of the water, it feels like ice against my feet. | momentarily think about what l'm about to 
do then | stop thinking. Running into the water isn't easy because the waves are so strong. | get about waist 


deep and | feel something warm around my wrist. Looking down, | see it's your hand. Looking up, you have tears 


in your blue eyes, your hair is a blonde, wavy mess. | pull my hand away with no luck. 


Thunder rattles the ground again and | feel rain pelting my face. Why won't you let me go? Let me leave this 
wretched planet in peace. No, you couldn't have that blood on your hands. Not after all we have been through. 
"Don't bother trying to save me now! You didn't care before so what makes this any different now!?" | scream 


at you over the sound of rain. 


‘lm doing this because | fucking love you! | don't care what happened before, just come back with me!" you 


rely, pleading. 


"Just let me fucking die James! | want to die!" is all | can get out of my mouth. This pain | feel is so strong 
that there are no other words needed to describe it. 


Your hand loosens and you cast your head to the side, body writhing with sobs. | continue to slither in the 
water. | mutter a short goodbye to you because now l'm in shoulder deep water. This is far enough, | think. | 
allow myself to relax and sink in the cold embrace of death and water. As | sink, the pain starts easing up and | 


start to fade to black along with the light from the surface. 


| Am Hell Today 


Author's Notes: 

| DO NOT OWN THESE CHARACTERS NOR DO | CLAIM THIS STORY TRUE. NO ONE WAS HURT IN THE PROCESS OF 
MAKING THIS STORY AND IT IS STRICTLY A WORK OF FICTION. THIS STORY IS INTENDED FOR YOUR ENJOYMENT 
ONLY, SO PLEASE ENJOY. 


Awaking in a white room, cold sterile bed was the last thing | expected. | don't think hell is supposed to be like 
this. | sit up and look around the white mystery room and it appears to be a hospital room and not a 
sanitarium. | try and lift my arms with no luck. My hands are restrained to the bed rails. This seems like hell 


now because | hate being held down. | yank and pull with no luck. 


There is a tiny vase on my bedside table. It has an orange ribbon and a card that says "Get well soon Lars." 
Where the fuck did that come from anyways? Hell is supposed to be fire and scary shit, not fucking sympathy 


cards. | didn't die | realize now. James must have dove in and saved me. Fucking idiot! 


There is a tiny feeble knocking on my door, then the knob turns. Wonder who the fuck is trying to give a shit 


about me. It cracks open and doesn't go any further for a long while. This is all starting to piss me off. 
"Why don't you just fucking come in already?" | shout out with a cold tone. 

The door opens more, slowly a dark-haired figure enters the room. Its only Kirk and he has a little stuffed 
animal monkey in his hands. He keeps his head down as he shuts the door. | don't want him here, hell, | don't 
even want to be here! 


"What the fuck are you doing in here Kirk?" | bark. 


"The nurse said your vitals were looking well and you might wake up today...you have been out for three days 


now..." he practically whispered. 


I've been out of it for three damn days and | wish | could go back. Kirk hurt me as well and if | wasn't 
restrained, I'd beat the shit out of him too. He waited for two weeks to tell me what he had seen and now he 
has the balls to show himself to me? How dare this little fuck head try and care now! 


"Get out Kirk. Now! You are so lucky | am restrained because | really want to punch the teeth out of your 


jaw!" | scream at his already sullen face. 


"Lars, please! I'm so sorry! It wasn't easy telling you and | regret each day | didn't say anything!" he sobs as he 
hugs that stupid monkey for comfort. 


"You can tell Het-fuck the same shit for me too! He better not show his pathetic face around me ever again!" 
| demand, making Kirk sob harder. 


| don't have to tell him Lars, he is on the other side of that door waiting to come in." he states. 


Moving towards me, he sets the monkey down in my lap and walks to the door. He pauses before exiting, "You 
know Lars, telling you was the hardest thing | ever had to do. As your only friend, you should show some 
remorse. | wasn't part of this, all | did was wait two fucking weeks! It's not like | wanted to tell you Hetfield was 
cheating! Put yourself in my shoes!" he yelled. 


He flung the door open, wide enough for me to see James just standing there. He had tears in his eyes with 
matching bags under them. His hair was in a bun and he had all black clothes on. Just fucking great: 


This Is H 


Author's Notes: 
| DO NOT OWN THESE CHARACERS NOR DO I CLAIM THIS STORY TRUE. NO ONE WAS HURT IN THE PROCESS OF 
THIS STORY AND IT IS A WORK OF FICTION. IT IS STRICTLY FOR ENJOYMENT PURPOSES ONLY SO PLEASE ENJOY! 


Looking at James in the doorway, looking so pathetic, is making me so sick to my stomach. How could he take 
my heart and smash it the way he did? | thought | was enough for him, | thought he knew how much | cared? 
Ten fucking years and this is what | get in return? Now he has the audacity to show his face in my presence? 


Fuck him and fuck Jason too! It was Jason who James betrayed my love for but | see he wasn't brave enough 


to face me since he isn't here. Little pussy is afraid | will kill him and he is right to think that. 


Anger is starting to fill my body and take over the sadness | feel. Why is James just standing there? Fucker 


isn't gonna say anything, is he? | may as well start this conversation 


"Are you just going to stand there or do you have something to say James, because | really don't want to 
even look at your face. Make this shit quick and get out of my sight!" | snap. 


He looks up finally, dead locking his gaze with mine. The sorrow in his eyes just breaks my already bleeding 
heart, but pity for him is far from my mind right now. 


"Lars. love you." he says in a flat tone, trying to sound serious. 


"| can't believe you just said that to my face! You wouldn't know what love is if it hit you across the face!" 


my voice echoes down the hall. 
"Lars please baby..'m sorry!" he says pleading as he walks towards me. 


"| just want to be alone James! You ruined what we had for fucks sake! Your words just keep giving me 


reasons to shut you out more!" | choke on these words. My face is hot with tears and my chest aches. 


"Okay." Is all he says, but his face shows much more pain. He walks out, leaving the door open. Each boot click 


on the tile floor echoes in the hall way and brings more tears. 


l'm exhausted, hurt beyond repair and tied down like a psychotic person. All| can do is close my eyes and rest, 
hoping the pain goes away while | sleep. The only thing that happens is nightmares of Jason swooning James 
while | am tied down being forced to watch. | don't want to die anymore, but | do want to go home. | have 


some sheets to wash and pictures to tear off the walls. 


Drown in the Darkness 
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A nurse softly nudges me to wake me up. | am silently thankful that she woke me up from that nightmare. 
She hands me a cup with two pills in it and advises me that they are antidepressants. Why the fuck do | need 
this shit? I'm pissed, not depressed. | pretend to swallow the damn things and she tells me that a psychologist 


has cleared me so I'll be able to go home now. 


Quickly | get dressed, then | remember | didn't drive here so | call for a cab from the front desk. As | wait 
for the cab, | silently wonder if James is back at our..MY house or if he is gone. I'm holding the monkey Kirk 
gave me tightly. | am depressed and probably should have taken those pills. The cab pulls up and | am afraid 


now to go home because if he is there, it will be much more painful than if he is gone. 


The ride home is sad and | choke back tears as we ride. The moon is reflecting against the ocean tonight and it 
just brings up memories of how James asked me to be his husband. This is all too much thinking for me right 
now so | ask the cab driver to turn the radio on More sad music plays in the background. | lay my head 


against the window and allow the tears to flow because | can't keep myself together anymore. 


Thirty minutes later, we pull up at my beach house. The sight of dark windows just make this moment even 
harder for me. | used to come home and all the lights would be on, glowing warm and James would be in there 
cooking. | stand face to face with the door last touched by James and | almost scream from the anxiety this 


is giving me. 


| turn the knob and enter the house. | don't bother turning the lights on because | don't think | can handle 
seeing all his things gone. | can't bare seeing his pictures on my walls. None of this feels comforting and | wish 


none of this ever happened. 


As | make my way down the foyer and enter the living room, | smell cigarette smoke. James didn't smoke and | 
quit years ago. Someone is in here because this is fresh smoke. Frantically | flip the lights on only to find Jason 
sitting in my fucking living room! 

My blood is boiling at this point and all | can think to do is throw something at him. | grab one of the pictures 
on the wall, particularly one of James and | at the zoo, and aim for his stupid fucking head. He jumped up in 


time and it just shattered on the floor into a million pieces. 
"Jason, get the FUCK out of my house now or I'll kill you!" | shout: 


"Poor Dane, you just don't get it, do you? James isn't ready for your stupid domestic relationship! He needs a 


man! He needs excitement and you just let it all get boring!” he mocks. 


"New kid, you really picked a bad fucking day for this bullshit! I'm going to kill you and drag you to hell myself!" 


| scream and launch myself in his direction. 


